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into the concealments of their troubled patients, they found
remarkable reminders of the sonorous taboo tragedies of the
Greeks. Impressed by the irrational freaks of adverse incidents,
and unable to believe the dreadful truth that Nature, pursuing
a course as yet undeciphered, cares not a dam for her
individual offspring, Homo Tewler has always pitted his poor
cunning against the Indifference, in the hope of finding lucky
and unlucky observances that will compel It to behave and
misbehave. Magic was primitive science in practice, and its
observance was Taboos. Taboos still rule our minds. We
break a Taboo and nothing we believe will arrest the con-
sequences. It is Fate. Scarcely anything will persuade us that
Faic doesn't care a rap about it, that the calm of the In-
difference is unruffled. We keep on fussing. You mustn't
marry your mother-in-law, even if you don't know she is your
mother-in-law, or look, like Ham, at your parent's ill-adjusted
dress. Oh ! it's just awful for you if you do. If you meet a
black cat or three magpies, cross yourself or go home and hide.
But these scholar-psychiatrists chose to elevate their Greek
classics to a sort of history of the human imagination, and
invented (Jung chiefly) a great Oedipus complex, a lesser
Electra complex and all the rest of the psycho-analysts'
Classical Walpurgis Night, to systematise our mental chaos.
With these Fate dramas they entangled the Hebrew idea of
original sin, which also manifestly arose out of a legend of a
broken taboo and a curse. (You can't be too careful.) Adler,
as we shall see later, with his *' inferiority complex ", came
much nearer to the main reality of human imperatives.
A little less of the classics and a trifle more of biology,
and the psycho-analysts would have understood that this
" sense of sin " of theirs is neither more nor less than the
natural discomfort of an imperfectly adapted animal to its
environment. It has no more to do with some profound
universal conviction of transgression than a coat that is tight
under the arms or the wrong spectacles. Now that the
environment of Homo Tewler has begun to change at a pace and
to an extent that would have been absolutely incredible
fifty years ago, a ruthless urgency calls upon him to adapt his

